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~~~~~

“A gallon?”


“That's right, Ms. Dowd. A gallon so far.”


Sarah gaped at the whirring machine. Industrial strength, the doctor said. With it's sleek, art nouveau design, the milk pump looked more like it belonged in a barn than in her hospital room. She watched the slightly sallow liquid splash, with surprising force, into the tank. The milk, her milk, approached the 4-liter mark. She followed the clear, plastic tube, channeling the nutritious fluid, from the machine to her left breast.
Her left breast, a symetrical match to her right, was easily the size of a medicine ball. It's pale, veiny surface was tight and heavy, aching for release. The machine, originally built to milk dairy cows and modified to fit her nipples, made easy work of her outsized breast, easing the pressure with each pull.
Thank God.


Her right breast had been pumped nearly dry. As her milk was only trickling from that nipple, the doctors thought it safe to give Fiona another try at breastfeeding. The hungry newborn suckled like an old pro, making adorable mewling sounds as she did so. Sarah wished she could see her baby. Instead, when she looked down, she saw two large, nearly spherical lumps of flesh resting on her chest. Fiona was somewhere behind them, drinking. Occationaly, the baby would prop her tiny hand atop Sarah's breast, as if hugging a giant balloon.


-------------


Her delivery went off without a hitch. 3 hours of drug-diluted labor, and out came a new baby. The nurses laughed when they handed Sarah her new daughter and Sarah's non-existant breasts started to, quite literally, gush. She was dismissed from the hospital the next day. Fiona was nursing very well. Everything was textbook.


Until that night.


She woke up sweaty and feverish, and her breasts felt like they were on fire. She'd soaked completely through the breast pads, bra, nightgown, sheets, and comforter. She was covered in her own milk. She leapt from the bed, turned on the light, tore off her nightgown, and looked down at her trickling breasts.


Her breasts! She actually had breasts.


Sarah was normally flat-chested. The knockers she saw now had overgrown her A-cup bra and were easily as big as her sister's.


“They have to be C's,” Sarah dreamily gasped to herself. Fiona, in the cradle beside Sarah's bed, heard her mother's dreary celebration. And cried.


“Oh, shit,” Sarah grimaced as her new boobs responded to the baby's needs, and painfully throbbing, began to squirt. Snapping off her bra, she unceremoniously grabbed her new baby and shoved Fiona's head into her weeping nipple. Fiona ate greedily. Sarah sighed as she let down. She drifted off to sleep as she fed her daughter.


As Fiona ate, though, the pressure in Sarah's breasts wasn't abating. It was steadily getting worse. Try as she might, little Fiona couldn't take the torrent her mother was feeding her. Overwhelmed, the baby sputtered and cried, waking Sarah.


“WassamahhOh my God!” As Sarah watched, her growing breasts pushed her baby further and further away from her. Sarah was again soaking herself. Throwing on a loose shirt, Sarah rushed to the hospital. By the time she arrived, her breasts were about the size they were now. She'd never been stared at so much in her life.


-------------


“Comfy,” the doctor asked, jolting Sarah from her thoughts. “Should I turn down the pump?”
“No...It actually feels...quite nice,” Sarah said, grinning sheepishly. Who was she kidding? It felt incredible. “What're you going to do with all this milk?”


“Drink it.” Sarah looked genuinely shocked. “No, no, no,” the handsome doctor chuckled. “There are actually situations where some babies can't get enough breastmilk. We'll probably freeze it for other, less fortunate children and patients who've a hard time eating normal food.”


“I could just sell it,” Sarah smiled. “I hear breastmilk is very expensive. How is the hospital going to reimburse me?”


“How about we let you take this pump home and I take you out to dinner,” the doctor grinned.


“Doctor Miller, I...”


“Jeff.”


“Jeff, I...” Sarah was taken aback. She looked rediculous. What kind of man would want to date a skinny girl with basketball-sized, super lactating breasts? Besides, she was a mom!


Mom...


-------------


“Mom! Mom!”


“Weaninghurtsthem...” Sarah slowly opened her eyes. Her daughter was hovering above her, worry etched on her face. Gasping, Sarah sat bolt upright. “Fiona, what the hell?”


Fiona knelt beside her mother, wearing a bathrobe.


“What? What was that? You were on...and there was...”


“Mom. You sounded like you were having a nightmare. I have no idea what you were dreaming.”


Sarah looked down at her own chest. She was still the same size she was this morning. Flat. She looked at her daughter. She looked at the wooden spoon in her hand.


“Well,” Sarah said, her wits with her again and totally embarassed that she was about to tell her daughter what she'd been dreaming, “Supper's ready.” With that, she marched awkwardly from her daughter's room. Man, that was a weird dream!


“I'll be down in a minute,” Fiona said as she closed her door behind her mother.


Woah. That was close. During the good 10 minutes her mother was out, Fiona had managed to hide her mangled clothes and wipe up what fluids she could from plain sight. There were still gallons of sperm and milk soaked into the bedsheets, random spatters of fluid here and there, and her room smelled like sweat and sex, but her mom was apparently too confabulated to notice. She would've cleaned faster but she had her oversized-but-shrinking body parts to work around. She even had to pause for a few seconds while her receeding clit popped back into her folds. That always made her knees weak.
-------------


They ate an awkward and silent dinner. Sarah was still a little confused as to just what had happened upstairs but the images that kept coming back to her head were just too perverted and screwed up to even mention to her daughter. So, she kept the talk small.


Fiona ate quickly and cleaned up her place in record time. She muttered something about cleaning her room and ran upstairs.


Sarah started cleaning up, her heart hammering.


You're sick, Sarah, sick. The pretty, slender, dark-haired mother chided herself for thinking up such an obscene image. But the more she thought about it, the more she could've sworn she saw what she saw. But it was physically impossible.
She could still see her daughter's bean-bag-chair-sized scrotum spasming and tightening, her small, overstretched slit spurting clear fluid onto the backside of her huge balls, her giant cock releasing one last volley.


Fucking sick.


Fiona's thin, teenage body sweaty and wracked with shuddering orgasms.


Stop it, Sarah, this isn't right!


God, she was wet.


No!


She felt the odd, familiar tingle in her breasts that said she'd better get to her bedroom. Slamming down the spoon she was putting in the dishwasher, she made a b-line for her room. Shutting the door behind her, she laid on her bed and let the Curse take it's merciless toll on her body.


-------------


“We need to talk.”


Fiona stood at the front door frowning at her best friend. She had a lump in her throat. “OK.”


“If you don't feel that way...about me, I mean...”


Jeez, Janice, cut to the chase, why don't you? “No...I...It's not that.”


“Hey Janice,” Sarah cheerily said as she walked down the hall toward the kitchen, only wearing her tattered PJs. She always slept late on Saturday.


“Hey, Ms. D.!”


Fiona looked ruefully over her shoulder at her mother. “Could we talk about this somewhere else?”


“Sure! My parents are out for the weekend; we can go to my house.”


Fiona didn't know weather she felt nervous because she knew she shouldn't step back into that spider's web, or because she wanted nothing more than to do so.


“OK.”


“Mom, I'm going to Janice's!”


“Have you eaten?”


“Yeah,” Fiona shouted dismissively. She was already at the bottom of the porch steps.


“Have fun!”


Sarah watched her daughter and her pretty friend trot across the lawn to the sidewalk. She could finally be alone with her thoughts.


It was usually best that Sarah be alone when with her thoughts because her thoughts invariably wandered to the dirtier side of her mind. Since Fiona was born she had to be careful.


Her preoccupation sating her hunger, Sarah stared into her eggs. What the hell happened last night? Sarah still wasn't sure what she'd dreamed, and what she'd seen. Compelled by these thoughts, Sarah stood up, her mouth still half full of breakfast and wandered upstairs.


To her daughter's room.


She opened the door. Her head was immediately flooded with sharp, photographic images of her daughter, on her knees and breasts...


Oh, God...Stop it, Sarah!


Fiona kept her room immaculately. Sarah was always proud of her daughter's responsibility. This pride led to a pang of guilt as she snuck around.


You crazy woman, what're you hoping to find, she scoldingly asked herself. Nothing looked out of place. The normalcy, however didn't keep her heart from pounding. Some crazy part of her compelled Sarah to verify what she'd walked into last night.


There!


Sticking out from underneath the bed was a shirttail. In a normal teenager's room, this was nothing out of the ordinary, but in Fiona's laboratory-clean bedroom, this was very strange. Stalking over to the article of clothing, Sarah hesitantly reached down to pull it out.


It didn't budge. Grabbing the shirttail, she yanked. Not only did Sarah pull the garment from under the bed, but stuck to the blouse was what looked like a sweater, bed linens and a comforter?


As Sarah pulled the soiled wad of cloth from the underside of the bed she noticed it was...damp. And there was Fiona's favorite sweater.


Sarah pulled it from the clump of linens. It peeled away as if it's back was covered with adhesive. Leveling her gaze between the wool sweater and the cotton cloth, she saw strands of a gooey, white substance bridging the gap between the two pieces of fabric.


Oh, no...


There had to be a pint of the goop. Sarah knew what it was. Deep down she knew what it was. She just had to be sure.


Reaching down, she dipped her shaking finger into the slime. And, despite the screaming protests in her mind, placed the viscous dollop on her tongue.


The substance mixed with her saliva and reconstituted. It was musky. It was salty.


It was sperm!


The taste and scent made Sarah's mind reel. Fiona was cursed!


Why did it affect her this way?


Sarah had very little time to dwell on that question. Whatever was in her daughter's semen accelerated her body's own response to the Curse.


“Nggh!” Sarah looked down to see two spreading wet spots on the front of her pajama top. She dashed to her own bedroom.


-------------


Janice and Fiona arrived after a silent walk at Janice's front door. Fiona's stomach made a rumbling gurgle.


“Hungry,” Janice asked, smiling and happy to break the silence.


“Yeah...” Fiona said, embarrassed.


“We have cereal,” Janice offered.


“Sounds fine.”


Janice found the breakfast items and hastily put Fiona's bowl together. As Fiona ate, they talked little – less and less as Fiona became dizzier and dizzier.


“Janith...wat, what's wrong – in the cereals,” Fiona slurred out as the drug took effect.


“Don't fight it, darlin'. Just sleep...”


The last thing Fiona saw was a huge grin spread across Janice's face.


-------------


16 years. It'd been 16 years since Sarah had been with another human in any sexual capacity. The reasons for her lack of human connection sprayed their sweet nectar onto the button-up pajama top containing them.


As in her daughter's case, the Curse took it's toll on Sarah's body in stages. Each stage added to the last, piling on a more disturbing yet arousing symptom as it unfolded. Sarah's version, however, differed from Fiona's.


It always started with lactation. Severe lactation. By the time Sarah reached her bed, her top was soaked. Her nipples flooded her mind with a tingling scream; it was a feeling like her letdown reflex but magnified a hundredfold. Sarah contorted her pretty face with each spurt. Try as she might to fight it, it felt so damn good.


Then, her areolas began their creeping spread across her little breasts. This was, to put it lightly, a very strange feeling. It's oddness was only exceeded by it's pleasure. Sarah cursed and shuddered. She didn't have to take off her top to know exactly what it looked like.


Her tiny pink areaolas spread like circular ripples across the surface of her little boobs until they nearly met in the middle of her chest. Her nipples, strangely enough, stayed the same size. As her areolas spread, they went from pink to more pink; they didn't grow dusky like Fiona's. What was once a mildly erogenous zone had become two supersensitive disks of tender flesh. Her hands went instinctively to her chest. Her areolas were already as big as her palms. The feeling of the cold, wet, clingy cotton against her screaming, spraying nipples was too much.


“Fuck,” Sarah shouted as her knees gave out from under her. She crawled, shuddering, onto her bed. She rested her back against the pillows and headboard, sitting down so she could watch what happened next. If there was one similarity between mother and daughter it was that they like to watch as the Curse ravaged their bodies.


She sat, panting, staring down at her clinging top. Her little, eraser-sized nipples pushed into the fabric, spraying as mightily as they could. Then, she felt it. It began at her ribcage and tingled outward to her outsized areaolas. The tingling became a pressure, the pressure a throb, and then it began.


“Ahhhh!” Sarah's breasts began to swell. While Fiona's actually looked as if they were developing, Sarah's looked like they were filling, blowing up from the inside – as if the contents of her breasts were too much for her skin to contain. This led to a high and very round set of breasts, tight with milk. Already, her nipples, choked by her thickening areolas, had all but stopped their spurting. With no place to go, the milk steadily filled her breasts.


As the milk steadily filled her breasts, her breasts steadily filled her pajama top. They'd already reached the size of coconuts; their fronts capped by shiny, tight pink tips that were half again the size of the breasts behind them. They took an almost football shape as they bloated. Sarah, fortunately, still had the presence of mind to unbutton her top, and she did so as quickly as she could with her trembling fingers. She shuddered as she parted her shirt and the cool fabric rubbed against her tight nipples.


Her incredible breasts bobbled into view, her tiny nipples still the same size they'd always been, barely dripping any milk at all. She could almost hear the fluid flooding her breasts.


This wasn't fair. She'd at least be able to relieve some of the pressure if her nipples would grow like Fiona's...


Fiona...


The picture hovering at the borders of her mind came into sharp focus. The picture of her daughter. Her daughter atop the planet's biggest penis, her penis, and ejaculating uncontrollably.


No, Sarah!


Not only was Sarah ashamed that she couldn't stop thinking about what happened last night, she was humiliated that it turned her on. Immensely.


Spurned on by her increasing arousal, her breasts grew faster. Her poor nipples, however, strangled by the flesh bloating and tightening around them, withdrew – each with an audible thuk!


Sarah shuddered when her nipples inverted; there were only horizontal creases on her areolas where her tiny buds once were. She'd stopped lactating completely.


Moaning, Sarah wrapped her hands around her volleyball-sized breasts and squeezed.


She gasped. God, she was full. She had to get this milk out. She had to get it out before it was too late.


-------------


Fiona awoke from a dreamless, slimy sleep staring at a strange canopy atop a strange bed. Her mind still cloudy, she decided to sit up.


She couldn't.


Her hands and feet were bound...


...to Janice's bed. Her eyes went wide. She tried to scream, but all that came out was...


“MNNNNnnnnnn!!”


“Welcome back,” Janice sang cheerfully.


Fiona tongued the thing blocking her mouth. It was a rubber ball...a ball-gag?! Fiona redoubled her efforts against the black leather bonds holding her extremities, her eyes wide with fear.


“Fiona,” Janice mockingly chided. “I'll take the gag out if you promise not to scream.”


The bound teenager nodded her head vigorously. Janice gently released the gag from around her friend's head and sat on the bed next to her. She looked down at the prone girl with what could only bed described as complete adoration.


This odd look Janice gave her made Fiona as uncomfortable as it made her excited.


“Fiona...” Janice gently pet her best friend's head, tousling and running her fingers through her brown hair.


“Janice! Please! Just untie me and we can talk about this like two normal people,” Fiona begged.


“I'm sorry, Fi. The last time I tried to show you how I felt about you, you ran. Now, you have to stay still while I show you how much I love you.”


Fiona's hammering heart skipped a beat to rejoice in what she'd just heard. ...Love? Still, Fiona didn't like where this was going. If Janice was going to do what Fiona thought she was going to do, there was going to be a lot more of Fiona to love.


“See, Fiona, you kissed me back. I felt it. Why would you run?”


“Janice, it's not like that. You don't understand! I...I just can't be with you!”


“But you want to.”


Despite herself, Fiona blushed furiously.


“That's what I thought,” Janice said, smirking. “Which is why,” she dramatically said as she stood up from the bed, “I thought you could use a little persuasion.”


Goddamn, this girl could be such a spoiled brat, Fiona thought. She tugged at her restraints again.


Janice retrieved a small, pink, rectangular object from her dresser. “Since I met you, I've had such a crush on you, Fiona,” she said as she fingered the switches on top of the remote she was holding. “I think I've been in love with you for the past six months.”


“Janice...”


“Shhhh...” Janice whispered as she flipped a switch on the remote.


Fiona heard the hum, or hums rather, before she felt them. Looking down, her eyes confirmed what her nipples felt. Under her t-shirt and bra she could make out two small egg shapes sitting beside her nipples. There were little, wireless vibrators taped to her chest.


And, oh, holy fuck, did they feel amazing.


Fiona moaned and writhed, thrusting her chest into the air. She felt her nipples tightening, her breasts readying.


“Woah, there, Fi. That's the lowest setting! Do we have sensitive nipples?”


“Janice, please,” Fiona moaned as she threw her head back.


“Of course,” Janice said as she leaned down to kiss her best friend on the cheek. She turned the vibrators up two notches.


The roaring pleasure accosting Fiona's nipples redoubled. There was no way in hell Fiona could fight it. She grit her teeth as she felt her bra getting tighter.
Usually, Fiona's breasts went through their rapid development in spurts. In this unique situation, however, because of the direct and constant stimulation, the process was steady, fluid, and faster. Fiona couldn't help herself. She watched.


Janice followed her gaze. She thought it was a trick of the light but Fiona's boobs were...bigger? Janice's eyes goggled as she watched Fiona's nipples pop free of her bra. “Oh, my God, Fiona! Your boobs are...”


“Growing,” Fiona moaned through clenched teeth. Because she was lying on her back and they weren't resting in her bra, Fiona's breasts cleared the demi cups and were able to bloat above and around them. Already, they were the size of grapefruits and were blowing up like water balloons under a faucet. Her two-inch-long nipples pushed pervertedly into the fabric. The tape holding the vibrators to her teats lost adhesion as her flesh stretched underneath them. Unfortunately, the skin-tight shirt snugged them to the sides of her lengthening nipples.


Janice couldn't believe it. This was the hottest fucking thing she'd ever seen. There was her beautiful girlfriend bound to the bed and involuntarily thrusting her hips into the air as her tits got bigger and bigger...Each time Fiona popped her pelvis into the air above Janice's bed, her coconut-, no, melon-sized Breasts jiggled and sloshed obscenely in her rapidly shrinking shirt. She could see the dark skin of her best friend's nipples through the thinning fabric. They had to be three inches long now.


Janice had never been so insanely aroused in her life. Without thinking, she made her way to the foot of her bed, never taking her eyes off of her friend's burgeoning tits. She watched, awestruck as Fiona's shirttail slowly completed it's journey up her belly, to rest against the bottom of her fat, sloshing tits. Then, the shirt, only acting as a short tube top, began to draw up the undersides of her stretching boobs. Janice saw the cleavage of her friend's tightly compressed breasts from the bottom. Her expanding, humping girlfriend seemed to be lost in the incredible sensations.


Well, decided Janice, might as well have a snack while I enjoy the show. Quickly, she grabbed the scissors from her dresser and, in one swift movement, cut Fiona's track pants in two. She then cut her best friends panties, peeling them away from her glistening pink sex. Janice stopped briefly to admire her girlfriend's pussy. It was as pretty and delicate as her face.


Janice reached under her Fiona's thrusting rear and secured her hands on her friend's hips. Fiona gasped and stopped thrusting. Her compressed, volleyball-sized breasts undulating with her ragged breaths. Fiona's shirt now only covered her nipples and it's overstressed bottom seam was creating a crease just below her areolas. Fiona's breasts were so big now that she couldn't see what was going on between her legs. Were her shirt not there to hold them up, her breasts would meet in the middle and spread to the sides of her ribcage – probably even touching the bed below her.


“J...Janice,” Fiona stammered helplessly.


“Sshhhh,” Janice said, hovering above her friend's mound.


-------------


Sarah's breasts had mutated into drum-tight, football-shaped organs that easily had the volume of pumpkins. Amazingly, her inverted nipples only dipped further and further into her expanding boobs. As her nipples stretched deeper and deeper into her breasts, they created soft canals. Her huge breasts, full as they were, were still somewhat malleable. Sarah leaned over one of her expanding tits and found the tight, pink dome that was her nipple. She shuddered as her fingers traced the taught, shiny flesh looking for purchase. At last, she found it. With a moan, Sarah quickly thrust a finger inside her nipple. She groaned. The walls of her nipple's makeshift vagina were bumpy, slick with milk and coated with flesh that, to her, felt more sensitive than her g-spot. She fingerfucked her nipple vigorously, slipping her second finger in while her other hand held the front of the filling flesh in place.


The voids her resistant nipples created only deepened as her breasts grew. She groaned in frustration. She needed something longer than her fingers to satisfy her hungry boobs.


From the small cabinet in the headboard benind her, she matter-of-factly retrieved a pair of 10-inch dildos. She eagerly thrust one...


Squelch!


...Then the other...


“Nnnnnfff!”


...into her rubbery nipples. Her areolas swallowed about five inches of each toy. Reaching over the top of her distending boobs while she still could, she worked both plastic shafts in and out of her tits so quickly, her hands blurred. Her eyes were locked shut her mouth open in a silent scream. With each passing second, the rubbery mouths atop her obscenely bloated areola swallowed more and more of the plastic toys...7 inches...8 inches...And her breasts grew tighter, bigger, fuller.


“Ahhhhhgh!” Her areolas were nearly hemispherical now. The pink, shiny mounds were easily F-cups all by themselves.


Just as her missile-shaped breasts reached her thighs, she turned the dials at the tail end of each dildo to maximum. The insides of her gigantic breasts were filled with vibration.


“Uggghhhh!” She came violently. She could no longer easily grip her sex toys because her new virtual pussies were so deep. She thrust her hand between her legs and began to diddle her obscenely swollen clit. Easily the size of a golf ball and as pink and tight as her areolas, Sarah's clitoris was a sight to behold.


Sarah's breasts were growing as furiously as she was masturbating, their sweaty, tight, rubbery surfaces completely filling her lap – from just below her clavicles to just before her knees. The little hungry mouths at the front of her giant areolas had progressed to the end of the sex toys. Sarah came as her areolas snapped closed around the ends of the 10-inch vibrators.


Her tits had effectively swallowed her dildos!


It was at this point that Sarah's overtaxed skin had had enough. Her boobs had reached their limit. The Curse, though, was far from finished raping her.


“Oh, God, no! Uggghhhhhhh,” Sarah pathetically pleaded with her engorging body.


-------------


“Juh-Janice, noooooo!” Fiona squirmed in protest. Her breasts were easily bigger than basketballs and capped with dark, angry, four-inch-long nipples. The shirt was starting to dig into Fiona's breasts. She could hear stitches snapping along the seams running up the sides of the tortured garment. “Janice! I'm getting too big! I can barely breathe!”


Not missing a lick, Janice picked up the scissors she'd recently laid on the bed and snipped the shirttail resting directly between Fiona's breasts. The shirt, its structural integrity compromised, violently erupted, ripping down the center and sending Fiona's huge breasts bobbling outward. The two little vibrators fell from the tops of her breasts, humming loudly.


For a brief second, Fiona was stimulation-free. She took a deep breath. She could feel her tingling, pressurized breasts wobbling atop her ribcage, free of any support. She could feel her friend's cool hands on her hips, her breath on her mound.


Janice had never had oral sex with a girl before. She did, however, know what she'd like were it given to her. Armed with this knowledge, she plowed her tongue into Fiona's folds.


“Janice, s-sstop!” Even as she protested, Fiona thrust her crotch into Janice's face, grinding her girlfriend's mouth against the building pressure behind her clit. Janice licked it in response, flicking her tongue over it rapidly.


“JannnnnNNNHHH!” Fiona was a little less than articulate now as the iresistable heat gathered right in front of her friend's tongue.


She was going to grow into Janice's mouth!


Pretty blonde Janice, for her part, never once took her huge blue eyes off of her friend's breasts. They bobbled and sloshed hypnotically as they grew. They even fucking reached around her fucking ribcage and fucking touched the bed underneath her! The bigger Fiona got, the more aroused Janice became. The more aroused Janice became, the more eagerly she ate.


Fiona's hips spasmed as she came into Janice's mouth. Janice knew this was an orgasm because of the sheer volume of the lubricant Fiona sprayed. That's my big girl, Janice thought, encouraging her lover. Grow for me, you fucking goddess. Grow!


Fiona's tiny clitoris answered Janice's imaginary call. Janice groaned as she felt Fiona's tiny, slick nub lengthen along her tongue.


“Ahhh!! Fuck, Janice!” Fiona could practically count the tastebuds massaging her clit. She'd never felt it sprout so violently before. That certain sick part of her longed to see Janice's face when the transformation happened in her eager mouth.


There aren't words dirty enough to describe how much this new development turned Janice on. In her mind was a long stream of cuss words and jibberish that essentially spelled utter disbelief and absolute arousal. Her cheeks were flushed and burning, her fingertips numb, and the back of her throat felt tingly like it did when she had had her first orgasm. She did what any person that randy would do.


She sucked.


And she was amazed to feel a collar of flesh run up her girlfriend's growing clit. Stealing her eyes from Fiona's now prize-pumpkin-sized breasts, she broke her coital kiss and looked down.


Time seemed to slow down for Janice. Amid the noise of her lust, she achieved a clarity she'd never experienced before. Maybe she'd just died...


In the bright morning light streaming across her bed, Janice's concept of reality was completely shredded. There, where Fiona's clitoral hood was just a second ago, was a foreskin. Her clit had become a small penis.


Oh. Sweet. Fuck.


Janice heard Fiona grunt something inaudible from many miles away. As she watched, fascinated, Fiona's urethral orifice bulged as a small, spherical object seemed to push at the flesh from behind it. In slow motion, the pink flesh slackened, and even as Fiona's female piss-hole disappeared, her first testicle descended...then the second one. Her labia minora now met at the center of the bottom of the new scrotum; her vagina was completely unchanged. Her labia majora stretched around and nearly closed up under her new equipment. Fiona had a small, complete set of male genitals sitting in front of her nearly complete set of female parts.


Janice blinked up at her quivering lover. Reality resumed its normal speed.


“Fiona, y-you...”


“Ngggh! Ohhh, God! Wha...What've you done to me,” Fiona moaned, interrupting her awestruck girlfriend.


Fiona, of course, wasn't blaming Janice for her transformation. She was blaming her for the incredible pressure building up inside her giant breasts.


“I'm sorry, baby, I didn't...”


“Ahhhh!”


As Fiona's breasts had developed, because of their amassing weight, they, while firm, flattened somewhat, as even the most spectacular natural breasts are wont to do when their owner is lying on her back. Then, Fiona's milk came in.


For lack of a better term, her breasts began to inflate. They filled even as they grew, stretching the skin and closing the distance between her angry, five-inch-long nipples and Janice's canopy.


“Fiona! What's happening to you?”


“Mmm-milk!”


Her breasts bloated and stretched, fattening and filling to an almost spherical shape. Then, atop the beachball-sized boobs, Janice watched her girlfriend's nipples form their own mounds, as if her breasts had breasts. Janice came. Just watching this pushed her over the edge. She could only imagine what that felt like to Fiona.


Then, with a squirt that startled Janice, Fiona's breasts started to lactate. The milk came out in spurts. Janice watched, in complete shock, as white sheet of cream cascaded down the round undersides of her friend's boobs.


Janice looked down at Fiona's dick. It had gained 2 inches in that brief interim. Then, almost as if in a trance, she bent back down and wrapped her lips around Fiona's lengthening cock.


-------------


Dr. Jeffery Miller was a kind man, a skilled healer, and good with kids. He had a wonderful singing voice. He loved Fiona. He loved Sarah.


He loved huge breasts.


Call it an obsession, preoccupation, perversion, or a fetish, if they were large and attached to a pretty, slender, and intelligent woman, he was there. To him, there was no such thing as too big.


Which is why, looking at the lactating wet dream that was Sarah Dowd, he couldn't help but ask her out. Not only was she beyond anything he could've imagined, she represented a medical anomaly - specifically, “pregnancy-related gigantomastia, sans sloughing, haemorrhage and infection”. Sarah's breasts were damn near perfect, just massive. The tissue, upon inspection, was consistent, healthy, and showed no sign of disease. Sarah was both sexually and scientifically amazing.


He expressed his amazement, quite often actually, by making love to the new mom. Sometimes, they'd do it doggy-style, seeing how much boob juice they could soak into the bedclothes. Other times, he'd bathe in a shower of lactation, squeezing and manipulating Sarah's boobs until they were both slick with Sarah's milk. They'd even take a baths together and milk her until the water turned white. As a couple, they enjoyed Sarah's immense breasts immensely.


Sarah, for her part, had always wanted larger breasts. She was somewhat scared when her chest blew up the way it did after Fiona was born, and apprehensive when Jeff came on to her. Upon dating the good doctor, however, she discovered a world she never knew existed. It was as if she could not only have sex the way all the normal women did, but she could also do things normal women couldn't. In short, her boobs were like new sex organs, enabling positions, feelings, even orgasms, that the vast majority of women and their lovers would never see. She grew to love her gigantic, squirting udders as much as (maybe even more than) her boyfriend did.


Jeff did what any sober man in his position would do: he moved in with Sarah. They got along beautifully, their sex life was incredible, Fiona was a joy, and he'd be a fool to pass Sarah up. Life was a peach...


...until Sarah weaned Fiona.


Sarah knew it was time when Fiona, then 2 years old, would ask for Sarah's boobs by name. Loudly. In public. The happy couple tried to keep Sarah's milk flowing for them to enjoy, but strangely, when Fiona stopped feeding from her mother's chest, Sarah's breasts (after a week-long bout of engorgement – something they took plenty of advantage of) quickly dried up.


Then, to the couple's true disappointment, Sarah's breasts shrank. Quickly. Back to nothing.
Needless to say, this affected their lovemaking. Jeff loved his girlfriend and her daughter, though, and resolutely stuck to his promises, even if Sarah was flat as a board. He earnestly strengthened other facets of their relationship, because, really, were breasts the only reason he'd moved in with Sarah?


One night, after Fiona was tucked away, Jeff and Sarah started fooling around. During the course of their conjugal visit, Sarah suddenly started lactating. Fiona was long since weaned, so this was a very strange development, a development that they explored further.


Over the course of a few weeks, they discovered that, when aroused, Sarah's nipples started reacting by lactating. Then, days later, they started growing. Then, her breasts followed suit.


Each time they made love Sarah got a little bigger, only to shrink back to her normal self when not aroused. Jeff actually took a week off to “study” this incredible blessing the couple was experiencing. These new breasts were monster versions of her old ones, many times more sensitive and copious than when she was nursing Fi.


Driven by morbid curiosity coupled with sheer lust, the couple experimented every night, testing the limits of Sarah's boobs. There seemed to be none. They were amazed when, during one session, Sarah's nipples inverted. Sarah would never forget the look on Jeff's face when this happened. He promptly withdrew from her cunt...


...and shoved what he could of his nine inches into her nipple. That one thrust changed her world. Humans don't experience that kind of pleasure naturally. It was so plentiful and complete, that she grew addicted to it and more often than not, in subsequent lovemaking sessions, begged Jeff to fuck her nipples.


And fuck he did. Each time, her hungry tit swallowed more and more of Jeff – he was eventually able to bury himself to the hilt in his moaning, expanding girlfriend.


One glorious evening, though, the rutting couple pushed Sarah's breasts too far. That night, Jeff left for good.


-------------


Pressure! Oh, holy fuck, the pressure!


Sarah hated this part. Her breasts had all but stopped growing, but they hadn't stopped filling. She could feel it building inside, especially around the resonantly humming dildos buried deep in her beachball-sized tits. Her breasts grew tighter and fuller, becoming almost hard to the touch. Her areolas, stretched beyond capacity, took up the slack and inched forward a little. The pain was almost as blinding as the pleasure.


She felt the walls of her inverted nipples close tightly around the sex toys. Then, with a wet snap and a rumbling that resonated through her hyper-engorged tits, she felt her boobs begin to disgorge her dildos. The pain ebbed. The vibrating shafts traveled up her tightening canals in a long, stroking, outward thrust. This massaged the walls of her makeshift vaginas. She came over and over again.


Sarah pulled her legs out from under her milk sacks and planted her lower body behind her heavy boobs.


The pressure was steadily being released as the dildos slid up her nipples.


She then tried her best to plant her shoulders and chest on top of her boobs. She needed easy access to her nipples when the Curse added it's next symptom.


Looking over the hump of her gigantic boobs, Sarah could see her pink nipples. Tight and shiny, they had to be as big as her head! She reached down and parted the thick lips of each nipple as if she were obscenely spreading her vagina.


Seconds later, the plastic shafts were inching their way out of her, in one long, slimy push.


Poor Sarah was covered in sweat. Her hair was matted to her face. And this process was so orgasmic, she was cumming so much, that the sequence of orgasms became one long one. Her hips humped the air involuntarily.


The humming plastic dicks fell from her gaping nipples, covered in milk. She didn't close the lips atop her areolas. Something else was traveling up her breasts. Something big.


Amid her orgasms, Sarah noticably braced for it.


A second later, her nipples appeared. Hot pink, shiny, and acorn-shaped, they pushed at her areolas from behind. She grimaced and tried to spread her areolas further.


“Aggh!” With a sick, slimy pop, the bulbous tips of Sarah's nipples emerged, easily the size of golf balls. They were immediately followed by their shafts, slick, pink and throbbing.


It was as if her diminuitive nipples had been ruminating in the juices deep inside her huge breasts. They'd matured in their “wombs” growing fatter and thicker. They had grown to about 7 inches long, with flaring, shiny tips.


They had grown into cocks.


There, atop Sarah's huge breasts, atop her amazing, bloated areolas, sat a twin set of throbbing penises where her nipples should've been. They were very obscenely erect. And, of course, they were getting longer.


Not wasting any time, Sarah grabbed her new cocks. She gasped when she felt them swell under her touch, spreading her fingers apart along the shafts. Then, jacking them off, she led one to her mouth and shoved as much of it behind her teeth as she could. She furiously stroked the other.


-------------


Through the thick haze of arousal, Fiona's logical mind was aware of few things. One: her breasts had never grown this fast before. When her boobs were this size, her cock was usually in her mouth.


Two: whatever was around her cock was getting steadily tighter.


“NNNffff!!” Janice sucked Fiona's cock for all she was worth. She'd be damned if she missed an opportunity like this, even if it was a crazy dream. And, even if Fiona was angry with her for tying her up and raping her and never spoke to her again, she was going to be sure this goddess came. Hard.


Holding her head still, Janice reveled in the feeling of Fiona's cock lengthening, pushing to the back of her mouth as it grew. It was easily 5, no, 6 inches long already. Were Janice to assign a speed to it, Fiona's cock grew about an inch every 5 seconds.


Fiona's breasts, of course, were still expanding, though noticably slower than her bloating panty-meat. Fiona's nipples, noticed Janice, looked like handles.


Handles.


Janice's eyes lit up. She sucked Fiona's cock down to her sack, stopping for a moment to feel her filling scrotum rub against her chin as it expanded. She then, torturously, sucked as hard as she could as she drew her face off of Fiona's penis. Strangely, it took longer than she thought for her friend's glans to pop free from her mouth.


“Ahh, holy shit, Janice, ho-ly shit!”Fiona felt like her rapidly stretching skin was on fire. It tingled and tightened, her nipples throbbed, ascending further and further, and her cock, sweet fuck, her cock...


...slapped against her lower abdomen when it was released, the cockhead drooling into her bellybutton. If Janice was asked to design the perfect dildo, it'd look just like Fi's 9-inch piece of meat. Only bigger. Rock hard, the head flared atop the bumpy, veiny, thick shaft at a third again the diameter of the rest of the dick. The glans itself was hot pink and compact, almost mushroom-like. And as it distended, it got closer and closer to Fiona's sternum.


Janice moved quickly. Straddling the moaning, thrusting, expanding Fiona, she unceremoniously thrust her girlfriend's dick into her weeping pussy.


Janice was no stranger to sex or even sex with a well-hung partner. You see, Janice had an unusually capable vagina. On the outside, it looked harmless, even cute; unaroused, it was a simple, plump, hairless crease between her legs. But it hungered, and only the biggest of cocks satisfied it. That her partner was well-hung became a prerequesite for sex. She was prepared to waive this requirement to spend the rest of her life with Fiona, she loved her so.


Right now, though, this prerequesite was being met more and more so with each passing second. Shuddering, Janice reached for Fiona's long, dark, gushing nipples and mercilessly wrapped her hands around them. Fiona's milk squenched through her fingers. They were as long as pencils and as thick as beer bottles. Using them as handles, Janice drove herself down onto Fiona's fat, 11-inch piece of meat.


“Ahhhhgh!” Fiona had never felt anything like it. It was warm, slick and wet, and it mercilessly massaged her growing cock. Playing with herself didn't hold a candle to what she was experiencing. On top of that, her nipples were being squeezed. She felt them throb against Janice's jacking hands. The stimulation caused her cock, if possible, to grow more rigid. Fiona felt her glans congest and expand deep inside her best friend.


“Ohhhhhhh, fuuuhhhck! Fiona, I can feel you growwwinnnngg,” Janice moaned amid an amazing orgasm. She felt like she had a warm, live sapling growing as if in timelapse deeper and deeper into her. Despite her lubrication, it was getting more and more difficult to fuck her friend. Fiona's penis was getting a lot thicker. Screwing up her face, Janice determinedly pressed down on Fiona's cock, feeling it bottom out. She stood there for a moment, feeling her insides filling, her entrance stretching. She looked downward, and there between her widely spread legs was her normally cute labia majora stretched obscenely to accomidate the invader, her half-inch-long, now unhooded, eraser-sized clit pointing right at her own face. Underneath her overtaxed lips throbbed at least 2 inches of beer bottle-thick meat. Immediately behind the base of Fiona's shaft sat her balls, the veiny scrotum visibly swelling. They were resting on the bed and were already the size of grapefruits. Some rational, crazy part of her mind giggled. Fiona's balls are bigger than my boobs.


Thinking back, Janice realized that the biggest object she'd ever buried in her snatch was about 13 inches long. When it bottomed out she remembered feeling full, but she knew she could take more. She was now completely stuffed with Fi's meat which meant that she had taken at least 13 inches of dick and still had 2 inches of untouched meat behind it.


Fiona's penis was at least 15 inches long. And Janice was fucking it. The thought made her mind reel. The thought made her cum.


Like an animal determined to burrow more deeply into it's home, Fiona's cock still surged. Because the head was pressing against Janice's cervix, the poor blonde had nowhere to go but further up Fiona's body. There was no way to stuff that orange-sized glans into her womb. She fucked Fiona's growing shaft, her knees on either side of her torso, her hands kneading her girlfriend's impossibly huge boobs. Janice rubbed Fiona's greasy milk into her hot, expanding titflesh, marveling at the sheer amount of milk and breast there was to massage. They were easily the size of beanbag chairs.


Janice, using her knees as fulcrums, ran her hips up and down the top 13 inches of Fiona's now 18-inch-long cock. With each pussystroke, Janice's hips were pushed further and further up Fiona's body. Soon, she was stradling Fiona's torso, her legs and most of her lower body pressed against the wall of titflesh Fiona had become. She squeezed and stroked Fiona's giant brown nipples furiously. Fiona's thick, two-foot-long dick forced Janice over her chest to rest on her breasts. Over Fiona's boobs, Janice could plainly see her face, mouth open, panting, covered in her own sweat and milk.


“God Fiona! You're getting too biiiiggg...” Janice climaxed. “...for me.” Indeed, amid her mind-blowing pleasure, she became aware of an ache at the front of her vagina. She knew she had to get off before she was split in two. With one last downstroke, Janice pulled up, off of Fiona. She slid inch after inch from her, her hips finally level with Fiona's shoulders. Then she met resistance.


The cockhead.


“Fiiionaaaaa,” Janice shouted as she strained to give birth to the softball-sized glans.


Fiona, for her part, felt as if the tip of her penis were being wrung through a vice. Both girls grunted and squealed as they tried to free the huge penis head.


With a loud, wet, sucking pop, Fiona was free, her meaty cocktip violently slamming through her cleavage and into her throat. Janice tumbled into a shuddering pile at the top of the bed, her pussy on fire. She felt so...empty.


“Janice,” Fiona managed through her heavy breathing, “I need to cuuumm...”


Janice, still in pain, managed to make her way back to the foot of the bed. She looked up Fiona's glistening body. Her girlfriend's legs were spread wide to accommodate the melon-sized testicles bloating between them. Her shaft, as thick as a water bottle, ran from her crotch to her boobs, where it was nestled. Her boobs were absolutely massive, the size of small boulders. They ran from her waist to over her shoulders, from her sternum to well past her arms, gushing and growing. Her cocktip rested squarely at her throat. Janice's sheets were, needless to say, ruined.


Janice gaped at the sight before her panting in pain an awe.


“Jan...Janice,” Fiona pleaded, “please. Help meeee...I'm still...ggggtttt!” Fiona's huge pisshole, pushed by her still-legnthening shaft, made contact with the bottom of her jaw, giving her a slimy kiss and forcing her head up. “I'm still grooowwing...”

-------------

She could feel the outside edges of her mattress.

They were a foot long.

Her milk was thick, and as salty as it was sweet.

Her nipples felt like they were going to burst.

And, in her mind, she was fucking the living shit out of her own daughter.

"NNNffff!!" Sarah articulated as she tried to spread her mouth around the fist sized head of her nipple. It responded by feeding its master more of its load.

Sarah had grown to obscenity. Her breasts, coencidentially, were as big as her daughter's at this moment, though shaped differently; pressed together and resting on the sheets, they were a few inches wider than her bed. if she kept growing like this, she'd be titfucking her own mattress.

Fortunately, with the release of her nipples, Sarah's breasts, while still somewhat football shaped, became considerably more malleable. She was able to hoist herself up and over her tits, bending their middles somewhat in the process. It looked as if she were resting her chest on top of a pair of shiny, overstuffed beanbag chairs. Her maneuvering left her in the perfect position to access her huge nipples.

Or, rather, cocks.

She'd long since given up enveloping one in her mouth; the heads were now the size of oranges.

"Sohhh...biiiig...nnnnnnnnn!" She muttered to no one. Her hands sleuced up and down both huge shafts symmetrically, lubed in the cloudy, milky precum that gushed from her tits.

She brought both cockheads to the sides of her face, turning to lick and tease the left one, while jacking off the right one. She thrust her tongue into the gushing pisshole and felt the shaft surge upward in length. She hollowed her cheeks and sucked, filling her mouth with her own milk.

Under her huge udders, she felt the outside edges of her bed. The last thing she needed was for her breasts to get so large they fell off the sides, pinning her and preventing her from getting what she desperately sought.

Drawing a shuddering breath, Sarah cupped her softball-sized cockheads and felt them gush against her palms. She rubbed the slime around against her hands and cocks, lubing her fingers in the process.

Then, quickly, she shoved her fingers into her foot-and-a-half-long cocks.

"Ohhh-oh-oh, fuck!"

That did it.

Barely three strokes in, her hips involuntarally shuddered, tearing her from atop her breasts. Her fingers exited her pissholes in a spray of precum.

"Uhhhhh! Ahhhh!" Sarah was now behind her breasts, her legs curled up under her body, leaning back on her arms. Her hands were planted behind her and she stuck her chest out.

Her tits began to fill again.

"Ahhhh!!" Sarah threw her head back, her sweaty, milky hair dark and glistening. Her tits tightened further, her nipple-cocks rock hard and thrust proudly out in front of her. She could no longer see them, but she could certainly feel them.

She could feel them lengthen, stretching further and further from her body; two feet of cock apiece, their girth rivaling that of a soda can.

Her tits filled to drum tightness, her cocks inched further, when suddenly she felt her bloated clit answer her aching tits.

"Nnnngggh!!" Seconds after her tits reached their critical mass, Sarah felt something deep in her womb snap; a feeling not unlike the one in her breasts just before her dicks emerged.

This was it. She was going to cum. She'd passed the point of no return.

She'd neglected to strip from her pajama bottoms and panties, something she was now acutely aware of. Sarah's clit, up until this point, was, at it's largest, the size of a golfball. In moments it's fleshy length filled her panties to overflowing, erupting as a rigid penis and bulging hugely in her pants. Fortunately, she sprouted no testicles to fill her bottoms further.

With a practiced hand, she deftly manuvered the 10-inch-long, pink shaft above the elastic of her panties and pajama bottoms. In the mere seconds it took her to give her burgeoning dick room to grow, she felt it spread her fingers; it was a foot long by the time it was free.

Sarah's third cock met the undersides of her tight boobs quickly. Slick with precum and sweat, it shot through her cleavage, bloating to 20 inches long in a quarter as many seconds.

She shuddered when the glans popped free of her cleavage, the rim level with her eyes.

This was it.

Her nipples stretched further, expanding as every cock does before it pops. Their sibling thickened in kind.

Sarah was lost in her world of pleasure. No noise came from her mouth. She was very obviously screaming.

Then, Sarah's three, yard-long cocks exploded.

Before the first collective gallon cleared her multiple dicks, Sarah blacked out.




~~~~
I'm just gonna pick up where I left off: Sarah's giant areola had just swallowed her dildoes into her painful milk-swollen tits, and Janice had just gone back to sucking on Fiona's cock while Fiona's towering boobs surged milk down on them both.

>happy sigh< And that sentence alone is everything that's right with this story.

Well, you introduced Jeff with all the subtlety of scratching a old LP into silence. I had to skip down to figure out my time frame before I could just relax and read (aha...flashback!). Way to keep this reader on his toes.

Loved the highly biological description of Sarah's condition. Geez, medical science can label ANYTHING. (Sarah Dowd Syndrome. )

Milky loveplay. Both hot and sweet. (Kill to be Jeff!)

Fiona demanding Mommy's boobs loudly in public. Hilariously mortifying!

Interesting to note Jeff's faltering once he lost Sarah's breasts. Date the woman, not the body part, you schmuck.

Love the buildup as Sarah and Jeff begin to delight in her Curse's re-emergence, especially their shared joy over the depth of Sarah's delicious inversion (MUCH better than cold dildoes!). Big breast nipple fucking is an odd fantasy of many of us, I wager, and we're all just as swept up as Jeff and Sarah. But you have been hinting that Sarah's curse is not over with that; that it, in fact, gets much worse. So I can hear the discordant music start to swell during this nipple-screwing glee...just waiting for the other "horrible" shoe to drop.

Which, of course, you do NOT give us; you merely explain that Jeff (a man just like us) was so put off that he never came back. What started as an exposition-heavy dick-softener (compared to the Janice BJ you yanked us out of) has now added to this case of "blue balls" we all have concerning Sarah's condition. (JUST TELL US ALREADY! )

(But now...I think I can guess what it is...and that's not helping either...)

Filling without growing. Impossible pressure. You're hitting all my buttons, you psychic monster.

Love how you filled every bit of her to beyond capacity before ejecting her nipple toys. By that, I mean the way you closed around them on the INSIDE of her puffies.

I thoroughly enjoy the image of a sexually exerted Sarah reorienting herself to reach her nipples while continuously wracked with orgasm. Sooo gooood...

"Sarah pulled her legs out from under her milk sacks..." I realize this is written third person, but this feels like Sarah is calling them "her milk sacks" herself. And that's wonderfully dirty, borne of desperation.

"...when the Curse added its next symptom." You're such a tease. (Don't stop.) Actually, it seems like the next symptom may not be the last. I hesitate to wonder how demented you are...not because I fear how far it may go, but because I dare to hope that you will actually go far enough (or further) for a deranged creature like me.

The slow slimy "shitting" of the dildoes through colossal stretched-open areola. Sweaty, messy, huge-boobed Sarah, rigid in eternal climax, humping the air. Your descriptions of every disturbing delightful detail of this ordeal is just liquid genius, filling up every tiny corner of this tale.

And finally...release. Mystery solved.

Nipplecocks. GROWING nipplecocks. Jacked growing nipplecocks. Self-sucked by the beautiful tortured Sarah. (Oh, I love her so much! Fuck that pinhead Jeff! Never saw what he had!)

Nipplecocks is indeed what I guessed, so I hate to say that I was less surprised than I could have been, but I'm on my knees in reverence to you for going there, because TOO FEW DO. The possibilities have multiplied hundredfold, and I am far too eager to see what tapestry you choose to weave with them. I'm almost glad you chose this "peak" of storytelling to jump back to Fiona, because this revelation was really staggering on many levels, and I could use the break. (At this point, Fiona is MUCH more conventional than her mother when it comes to body modification.)



Yeah, this is not going to be much of a break.

Janice's mouth getting stuffed with girlcock, even as she swears an oath to her "goddess" Fiona's ecstasy. I thrill to Janice's lust, but I swoon to the radiance of her love. (Caring naughty little Janice. You've even got me falling for the "normal" chicks. )

The image of Janice's cock-stuffed face lighting up while looking up at Fiona's nipples high above her. NICE!

"...the cockhead drooling into her bellybutton." Oh, NASTY.

I adore Janice for willing to forsake her own sexual gratification for Fiona's love...even though it turns out that Fiona is her dream dickgirl. There's a loaner clue for ya, Jeff: love, THEN fetish.

(By the way, I take back Janice's "normalcy": she is "bottomlessly suited" for Fiona. Your girls ROCK!)

Janice spread out in a triple-shaft jacking, yet dwarfed by the shafts she pleasures.

"Warm, live sapling." Your sick lyrical mind is a metaphorical diamond mind!

A moment of worry as Fiona threatens to get too big for even Janice. Is she gonna have to pull out...?

Stretched labia and beer bottles. Erect eraser-clits. Balls bigger than boobs. That whole paragraph of SIZE is masterful!

Greasy beanbags. You're just so enchantingly SLOPPY! My mind reels as Janice's does.

I love that Fiona is "growing" Janice closer to her. I was hoping for a kiss, but Janice suddenly has to extricate herself and has to pull up over Fiona. Hips to shoulders...I would love hear Fiona's POV of this!

"Fiiionaaaaa," Janice shouted as she strained to give birth to the softball-sized glans. <--- Sentences like these are so loaded with arousing thoughts...you are NEVER getting rid of me. And then both of them grunting together to free Fiona's flare...it's my most favorite situation from beastiality stories without the icky horse!

Empty Janice, overfull Fiona. Made for each other. Still-aching Janice gazing in amazement at the gorgeous mass of Fiona, as Fiona pleads for release, her gooey cockhead kissing her chin...OH GOD! YOU'RE STOPPING AGAIN!!! FOR THE LOVE OF SIZE, WHAT IS WRONG WITH YOU???

Far more of a masterpiece than I ever could have hoped...and I don't think I even know what I'm saying YET. I am overjoyed your mind couldn't keep this contained. (I just have a slight issue with its TIMING, that's all. )